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I like to play among the shocks 
When autumn comes around; 
I’m happy when my father says, 
“Well, all the stalks are bound.” 
Because, you see, the shocks are just | 
The nicest place to play; 
I pack a lunch and cross the fields 
And stay the livelon? day. 
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Sometimes | am an Eskimo 
Like Teacher taught about; 
The shock becomes an igloo then, 
~ With snow all round without. 
And Fluffy—he’s my poodle dog— 
Becomes a polar bear | 
Reclinin3, on a cake of ice 


And breathing, Arctic air. 
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Sometimes I am an Indian, a 
A Mohawk or a Sioux. | 

A wigwam then the shock becomes; 
A squaw, my sister Lou; 

And Fluffy nobly plays his part— 
A leaping, panther then, 

And with my hands I capture him 

- And put him in a pen. 
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So when Thanksiving, time arrives 
And Father’s feeling, glad, 
And offers praises to the Lord 
For fortune that he’s had, 
I shut my eyes and thank Him too 
For healthy herds and flocks; 
Then underneath my breath I say, 
“And thanks, too, for the shocks!” 
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JILLS 


“Mother said we could invite one guest of our own choice for 
Thanksgiving,” Jill told her brother Jack gleefully, “‘so let’s ask that 
new little girl up in the big house on the hill.” 

“What!” exploded Jack in amazement, “the girl in the hill house! 
Why, Jill, she’d never come! Don’t you know her folks are awfully 
rich and that she has everything she wants. You know very well how 
many servants they have up there and you ought to know what kind 
of Thanksgiving dinner she'll have, with a butler standing back of 
her chair and silver dishes and orchids on the table. Besides, you 
don’t know her. You just know who she is.” 

“Well, I’ve seen her ever so many times,” Jill answered stoutly, 
“riding past our home on her little pony, and sometimes in a big 
automobile. She wears a little blue coat with white fur on it, and she’s 
my choice for a guest, so there!” 

Jack shook his head. “Do you think for one minute she’d come? 
She isn’t used to a dining room like ours, with a hole in the carpet and 
a mended tablecloth and plain white, thick dishes. Let’s ask some- 
me, who'll be glad to come. There’s Tim, the newsboy, I'll ask 


“All right,” agreed Jill with a little sigh, “‘ask him.” 

Tim thanked Jack and Jill very much. The owners of the news- 
paper that he sold were giving a big dinner for all their employees, 
and Tim would not miss that for anything. 

“Now,” said Jill, brightening, “we can ask the little girl I want! 
What’s the matter, Jack, don’t you like her?” 

“Like her! Why, I think she’s wonderful, but—she wouldn’t 
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come to a shabby little house like ours. Come on, we'll ask Tony. 

He hasn’t a mother, and his father is busy with his fruit wagon. 
I’m sure Tony’ll just love to come!” 

Tony showed all his white, even teeth and shook his curly head. 

His father was going to take him to the city, to the home of an aunt, 

for § Thanksgiving 


os the house on the hill 
Mv caught her brother’s 


and ask Cleo—that’s 
hand and pulled him 


her name, because 
s along. 


a\ 8 her father’s gardener 
Bs 


Day. 
“There!” laughed 
Jill, “that’s done. 
Now, we are going to 
L told me so.” Jill 
jected Jack, a little 


out of breath, “I’d 
like to have her, 
really, only can’t you 
see she won’t come? 
She has everything so 
wonderful at her 
home and our house 
is so worn-out look- 


ing. 

Jack and Jill were 
halfway up the hill 
when Jill stopped 
: “We came to ask you to our house for Thanksgiving and sat down on a 
dinner.” low stone fence, look- 
ing dejected. 

7 “Maybe you're right, Jack,” she said, looking with wistful eyes 
x at the big house on the hill. 


After a moment or two of thoughtfulness Jill began to smile. 

“Jack,” she chirped, “‘I just can’t wait for tomorrow to come, can you? 

Think, of how beautiful the table will look with the big bunch of 

fe bittersweet berries i in the center and the fat red apples and golden brown 
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“And the big pumpkin pie,” put in Jack excitedly. “Don't 
forget that, Jill!” 

“And Uncle Phil telling funny stories and making us rock with 
laughing and——”” 

“And Uncle Ben’s story about the Thanksgiving he spent in 
France, and Grandpa’s story about his Thanksgiving in the Philip- 
pines,” Jack broke in again, with dancing eyes. 

“Yes, yes,” agreed Jill, “and Grandma telling us about the 
time the old kitchen stove broke down and what fun they had mending 
it. Remember? Oh, I wish it were tomorrow and that we were all 
sitting around the table laughing and talking, with a fire crackling 
in the grate and the lovely red and yellow leaves that we gathered 
piled high up on the mantel. Jack, don’t you think that anybody would 
be very lucky to be at our Thanksgiving table?” 

“Lucky? I should say lucky!” grinned Jack, doing a little 
Indian dance in sheer delight at the thought of the next day’s pleasures. 

“Then you're going to ask Cleo this very minute. I want her 
to be the lucky one!” Jill said. She grabbed Jack’s arm and pulled 
him along toward the house on the hill. 

““But—but—” sputtered Jack in alarm, “you know how 
rich 

‘There she is now, at the fence,” whispered Jill. “Go ahead 
and ask her.” She gave him a little push. 

“Hello!” Jack managed to say bashfully, since he was face to 
face with the little girl who stood on the other side of the high iron 
fence. ‘We came to ask you to our house for Thanksgiving dinner,” 
he stammered. “Of course our house is very small and shab———”’ 

Jill interrupted hastily, ““We have the nicest old dining room 
and the best things to eat and my Grandpa is so jolly and my Aunt 
Sue makes the best pumpkin pie! And,” she went on breathlessly, 
“‘we have the coziest fire in the grate and all my cousins will be there 
—Janet and Dick and Bertie and little Grace—and do you know, 
Cleo, I can just see you sitting between Jack and me at the table, 
having the loveliest time!”’ 

The little girl in the blue coat with white fur began to smile. 
“Oh!” she said, and her eyes began to shine. “Oh!” she squealed in 
delight, “I knew you would come because | kept hoping and hoping! 
I didn’t want to eat my thanksgiving dinner all alone in the big, 
lonesome dining room at home. The housekeeper got a telegram this 
morning that Mother and Daddy missed their train. Don’t you see, 
if you hadn’t come and asked me to eat with you | should have had to 
eat all alone, and now—oh, I’m the luckiest girl!” 
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GARDNER HUNTING 


Chapter I 


When you go on the stand in court, they put you in a chair, 
up before all the people and almost beside the judge, who sits in 
front, like the teacher in school. The jury—they are the men who 
say whether the prisoner is guilty or not of what he’s blamed for 
—they sit in a sort of box by themselves. They’re kind of like the 
umpire at a ball game, only there are twelve of them. And the law- 
yers, they all sit around a table down below and ask questions and 
write. 

Well, Mr. Ardmore was ou lawyer—I mean he was the one 
who took Mr. Tyrrell’s part and was trying to get him free, and 
when I got into the chair, he spoke to me right away. I guess he 
thought I’d be scared, and I was, for everybody looked at me. 
I saw Mr. Tyrrell, and he smiled and winked at me, and I saw Mr. 
Hawksly, too, and he looked at me in a kind of way that made 
me know just how unpleasant he could be, and I thought of what 
he was trying to do to Mr. Tyrrell and I hoped Mr. Tyrrell would 
get free. And then, all at once, I thought such a lot seemed to de- 
pend on me, and everybody looked at me as if they half expected 
me to say something, and I don’t know what I’d have done if it hadn’t 
been for Father. He just smiled at me, sort of easy, as if everything 
was as it ought to be, and he wasn’t afraid that I would say any- 
thing wrong—and it helped. 

The lawyers nearly had a quarrel at the start. 

“Can such a child understand the nature of an oath?” That’s 
what Father said one of them asked, and he sort of sneered at me. 
But Mr. Ardmore answered him up sharp, something about children 
telling the truth. And then the judge said to “‘administer the oath,” 
as they call it, which means making you promise before God and 
everybody, right there, that you will tell the truth—and it’s very, 
very solemn. It’s sort of like promising God that you'll tell the truth 
—and asking him to help you. And then Mr. Ardmore’s questions 
commenced. 

I told them all just what I’d told Father and Mr. Ardmore 
before, and everybody seemed very much interested. It wasn’t so 
very hard, that first part. There was one new question, and that 
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was about how I could be sure it was Saturday morning, and | didn’t 
know how to answer that at first, till Mr. Ardmore made me remember, 
by another question, that that was the morning the man was trimming 
the trees in our yard. Then he told the judge he would put the man 
on the stand afterward to prove I was right. 

When Mr. Ardmore finished, the other lawyer commenced to 
ask questions, and 
that was the hard 
part. But I told the 
whole story over 
again, up to the part 
about Mr. Tyrrell 
stopping to talk to me 
that morning. Then 
the lawyer asked me 
how long he talked 
and why it was so 
long and all about it, 
and then—I don’t 
know why, for I 
hadn’t thought to say 
anything about it be- 
fore—I told about 
taking Mr. Tyrrell’s 
picture. 

Well, I didn’t 


know it was so im- 


course Mr. Tyrrell 

hadn’t thought of it, 

Then the judge said, ‘‘Administer the oath.” or he would have 


told Mr. Ardmore. It surprised me to find out. People stirred and 
whispered and whispered all over the court room. Mr. Ardmore 
jumped up, excited, and Father’s face lighted up just as it does when 
he is interested and pleased. But the other lawyer seemed to get more 
angry at me, and he asked questions so fast I could hardly hear them, 
and then scarcely gave me a chance to answer. 

“You say you took his picture? Why haven't we heard of that 
before?” he asked. 

I started to say I’d forgotten to tell about it, but I only got as 
far as “I forgot,” when he interrupted, and said something like this: 
“Forgot, eh? Humph! Where’s that picture? Is it in court? 
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Has anybody seen it? Do you mean to say the prisoner stood up for 
you to take a picture of him on that morning, before he went to the 
mills?” 
“He didn’t go to the mills,” I said, and that made the people 
laugh, for some reason. 
“What? How do you know?” he asked. 
“T watched him 


< go down the hill to 
town. The mills 
are over the other 


way from our 
house.” 

“And you took 
the picture of him 
as he was going, did 
you?” 

“No, sir. I took 
it before he went.” 

“Where is that 
picture?” 

“In my top bu- 
reau. drawer at 
home.” 

Everybody 
laughed again, and 
I couldn’t see any 
reason for it then, 
either, but Father 
and Mr. Ardmore 
whispered together. 
Then Mr. Ard- 
more said some- 
thing to the judge 
that I didn’t under- 
stand, and then Father, all at once, nodded to me and turned around 
and went out. 

That sort of frightened me a little, for I liked to have him there. 
It sort of helps you to look at your father and see that he thinks you 
are doing all right, when anybody’s looking on. But I thought, “If 
I tell the truth, there’s nothing to be afraid of.” And all at once 
it seemed so clear: Taking the oath was asking God to help you, and - 


I got right up and yelled back at him that I could tell 
minutes, anywhere, without a watch. 
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nothing could happen to you when God was helping you. And then 
I wasn’t afraid. 

But the lawyer did not stop. 

““How do you know he didn’t go to the mills after he got out 
of your sight>” he asked. 

“There wasn’t time before the whistles blew.” 

““How do you know >?” 

“‘He couldn’t go to the mills and back in ten minutes.” 

Then the lawyer almost yelled. ‘Ten minutes!" he said. 
“What do you know about ten minutes? What ten minutes?” 

“Tt was only ten minutes,” I said, “between the time when he 
started and the time when the whistles blew.” 

“How do you know?” 

I looked at Mr. Tyrrell. It seemed funny that they should ask me 
that. I didn’t want to tell about the chimpanzee counting, because | 
thought it would sound so queer in such a place. So I just said: 

“T can tell.” 

They all laughed again, and Mr. Ardmore looked worried and 
surprised, but the judge wouldn’t let him interrupt. And the other 
lawyer just hooted, making fun of the idea that I could tell minutes 
without a clock or a watch, and it made me so angry | got right up 
out of my chair and just yelled back at him that I could tell minutes, 
anywhere, without a watch. And then all the people began to clap 
their hands and laugh, till the judge pounded on his desk and made 
them stop, though even he himself was smiling. 


(To be continued) 
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Tint background light blue; basket, green; banana, yellow; 
flowers on basket, pink; side of peach and apples, red; grapes, violet; 
oranges, orange. Mix red and blue to make violet and mix red and 
yellow to make orange. 
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By 
ESTELLE URBAHNS 


Molly the Rat lived in a big wire cage in a sunny corner of the 
kitchen. Sally Jane had found Molly the Rat the day after the family 
had moved into the big brown house on the hill. The little creature 
had been running around in a lonesome manner, lifting her little head 
and smelling, as much as to say: “My friends have all moved away and 
left me without a thing to eat or to drink. I’m an unhappy little rat!” 

Now Sally Jane was very good-hearted. She always wanted to 
be kind and thoughtful and helpful, but she was made up mostly of 
good intentions. That means that she always was planning to do 
things but seldom got around to doing them. Anny day one could hear 
Sally Jane saying: “Oh, yes, Mother, I’m going to do that,” or “Yes, 
Mother, I’m planning to do that,” or “Yes, Daddy, I intend to do 
that.” And that leads us right back to Molly the Rat. 

Sally Jane’s kind little heart was very sad and her eyes looked 
unhappy when she first saw Molly, for Sally Jane knew that the 
tiny animal was hungry. Of course she was hungry. Not one crumb 
had been left in the big, sunny kitchen. Sally Jane remembered see- 
ing a squirrel cage in the basement. She would bring it into the kitchen. 
She would make a soft, downy bed in it for Molly the Rat to 
sleep in. Sally Jane had some play dishes. She would keep them full 
of food and water, so that Molly the Rat would never be hungry 
or thirsty again. 

Her mother and her daddy thought it was a lovely plan. “But,” 
said Mother, “after we get Molly the Rat into the cage, will you 
remember to feed her and give her water? Remember, little girl, 
poor Molly would starve on good intentions.” 

Sally Jane’s eyes grew big. “O Mother, do you think I’d 
lock up a poor, tiny little rat and then not feed it! No, I’m not that 
kind of little girl!” 

“Well,” said Daddy, “we hope not.” 

“No,” said Mother, “we hope not.” 

So a new home was given to Molly the Rat. A clean piece of 
oilcloth, pretty enough for the very prettiest of white rats, was put 
on the floor of the cage. A box of down, soft enough for the most 
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delicate of white rats, was used for the bed. Little doll dishes, 
dainty enough for the daintiest of white rats, were used to hold her 
food. Oh, how happy was Molly the Rat! How she scampered 
about her cage! 

Molly the Rat had always been a tame rat, you see, and had lived 
in a cage, but never before had she had such a beautiful, big home; 
never before had she had such pretty dishes; never before had she had 
real down for her bed; and never before had such a dear little girl 
with such pretty, smiling eyes fed her! Oh, yes, Molly the Rat was 
very happy! 

After just two weeks, Sally Jane began to be very busy with 
other things. Oh, 
such a_ busy little 
girl was she! There 
were picnics in the 

wood. A little girl 
with eleven dolls 
tee moved in across the 
street, and, naturally, 
Sally Jane had to 
5 “Sy call upon the new girl 

and get acquainted 

— with each of those 
eleven dolls. Then 
Sally Jane had a new 
piano; she was taking 

She tried to bend the stout steel bars. music lessons. She 
had a playhouse; the playhouse took a great deal of her time. It was 
getting easier and easier to forget about Molly the Rat. But all the 
time Sally Jane had the very best intentions. 

Sally Jane’s mother would say to her each morning, “Sally 
Jane, have you given Molly her breakfast?” And Sally Jane would 
say, “Not yet, Mother, but I’m going to.” 

At 9 o’clock, when Sally Jane would put on her little red cap and 
run away to school, Molly’s dishes would still be empty. Morning 
after morning it happened, just that way. Molly would peep out with 
anxious eyes, as if saying, ““Where’s my little friend who feeds me>” 

Each morning Sally Jane’s mother shook her head thoughtfully as 
she found bits of bread and raw vegetables, a lump of sugar, and fresh 
water. A\s she filled the little dishes Molly the Rat always heard 
her say: “Good intentions, Molly, will never give you bread or water.” 

One night Mother and Daddy were going out. At the door 
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Mother whispered: “Sally Jane, don’t forget to feed Molly. Remem- 
ber she’s your little pet. Don’t ask Grandma to do it, and don’t feed 
Molly on good intentions!” 

“Oh, I'll really feed her, Mother,’ promised Sally Jane, good 
intentions shining out of her big brown eyes. But Sally Jane was 
very busy making new curtains for her playhouse. She whispered to 
herself, ““A little later I'll feed Molly.” 

Sally Jane was tucked up in bed before she thought of Molly 
again. With a troubled face she remembered the empty dishes— 
especially the empty water cup. It was a warm night. Molly would 
be thirsty, but—it was a long way downstairs—she was so sleepy— 

A queer thing happened. Sally Jane seemed suddenly to be 
standing in a big, big cage. It looked just like Molly’s cage. There 
was the oilcloth on the floor, the downy bed, the little dishes, and— 
oh, dear—they were empty. It was a hot night, oh, so hot! She 
was thirsty, oh, so thirsty ! 

She tried to call, but the only sound that she could make was 
a little squeak, just like Molly’s—not a very good voice to call for 
help with when one 
is locked up in a cage 
without food or wa- 
ter. She tried to bend 
the stout steel bars 
that held her, but she 
found that her hands 
were very weak, as 
weak as Molly’s little 
paws. ‘There was 
nothing to do but en- 
dure it, but oh, how 
hungry she was, and 
how thirsty. 

She remembered 

that she had gone to 

She ran downstairs with bare feet. bed and left little 

Molly without food 

or water. Why! she had gone off to school that morning without 

feeding Molly—and the morning before—and the morning before 

that! Sally Jane, of course, did not know that Mother had fed Molly. 

“Oh, dear, oh, dear!” Sally Jane was crying. How cruel she had 
been! She must get to Molly quickly—but was her pet still alive? 

She tugged again at the bars of the queer big cage that was 
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holding her. She tried to call, “Molly, I’m coming,” but her voice 
was very small and weak. Oh, dear! 

Suddenly she found that she was sitting up in bed pulling with 
all her might at a bedpost. It was morning! She had just been 
dreaming! But... what about Molly the Rat? Sally Jane jumped 
out of bed. She ran downstairs with bare feet. The house was very 
still. The early sun was just beginning to peep into the big kitchen 
when she opened the door and stepped in. Molly the Rat was sitting 
very patiently in one corner of her cage. She seemed to be saying: 
“‘How should you like to be locked in a cage without food or water >?” 
Yes, the dishes were empty! Tears sprang into Sally Jane’s eyes. 
She quickly found crackers, cheese, nuts, raisins, and water. 

““Molly dear,” she said, leaning close to the bars of the cage, 
“T do know how it feels, little pet. I’ve had a good lesson. I know 
just how it feels to be hungry and thirsty and to be locked in a cage! 
Good intentions alone are not enough, Molly. After this I'll always 
keep your dishes full.” 

And she kept her promise. 


Dear Wisdoms: 

I have been receiving some interesting letters from Carlos 
Riquelme, who lives in Mexico City, Mexico. 

In one of his recent letters he tells me that his teacher has 
her pupils read and translate Wee Wisdom and “Lessons to 
Young Students” as a help in their study of the English lan- 
guage and for the teachings given in the two. He says that 
“Lessons To Young Students” is as “a lantern in the path of 
my life.” 

I know that it pleases you as much as it does me to learn 
that boys and girls all over the world are reading the same 
things that you are reading in Wee Wisdom, and that they 
receive from Unity teachings the same good that you receive. 

Letters come from everywhere saying what Carlos says, 
but this time I wished to tell you about him. 

With love, 


Hho Editor 
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FRANCES W. FOULKS 


MOTHER'S CHRISTMAS GIFT 


Every little girl likes to make a Christmas gift for Mother 
dear, for the gifts one makes seem to express more love than those that 
one buys. All of us like to make gifts that will be appreciated by 
those who receive them; for this reason I am suggesting a number of 
gifts, so that you can select the one that you think Mother dear would 
appreciate most. If you look about the house after you finish reading 
this list, perhaps you will be able to decide which of these things 
Mother needs most. 

The little design (diagram 1), may be used on any one of the 
gifts that you make. The gift that I am going to tell you about is 
a machine cover, but a towel, made of colored linen with the ends 
hemstitched or scalloped and with this design embroidered on one 
end, makes a nice gift. A bureau scarf of colored or white Indian 
head, with the edges hemmed and fastened with the long and short 
stitch and this design on each end, makes a nice gift also. Table 
squares are made in the same way, with the design on each side or 
just the wreath part of it embroidered in each corner. Hemstitched 
or scalloped pillow cases are always acceptable. A pair made with 
this design in white or in colors would be pretty. Covers for pin 
cushions, finished with little frills of lace and with the wreath em- 
broidered on them, make dainty, useful gifts. Perhaps when you look 
around you will find something to make that will be even nicer than 
any of the things that I have mentioned. 

Let us get our pattern ready while we are deciding what gift 
to make. Take a piece of paper twice as wide as diagram |, and 
fold in the center. Lay your transfer paper under this, with the 
carbon side next to the paper, and place this design so that the dotted 
line A-B is exactly on the fold of the paper. With a sharp pencil 
trace the design. Then turn your paper over and place the carbon 
side of the transfer paper next to the blank side of your pattern paper, 
and trace the design that is on the upper side of the paper. When 
you open the paper you will have a complete design like the little 
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one shown in the corner of diagram 1. Now you can trace the design 
on the article that you are to make. 

I am going to tell you about a sewing machine cover, one that 
any person who has a sewing machine will be delighted to receive. 
Not only is it useful but it looks nice on the machine. Indian head 
of some pretty color is nice material to use. Cut a pattern that fits 
the machine, before cutting into the material. Look at diagram 2. 
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The portion inside the dotted lines should correspond in size to the 
top of the machine; the balance of the cover is to fall over the ends, 
the back, and the front. Diagram 3 shows you how it will look on 
the machine. When the pattern is cut so that it fits, double it length- 
wise and cut it in half. Then double your material lengthwise, pin 
the pattern on the fold of the material, and cut out the cover, allowing 
about YY inch for ahem. This makes the sides just alike. Slit each 
inner corner diagonally about 147 inch. (See short, heavy lines on 
diagram 2.) Turn the hem and baste it. Trace the design on each 
end, about 2 inches above the hem. Trace the design on the front, 
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leaving off the parts of the wreath above the large flower—the one 
with fifteen dots. 

For the design use three threads of six-thread strand embroidery 
cotton. Make the flowers of French knots and the lazy daisy stitch, 
the stems in the outline stitch, and the leaves in the lazy daisy stitch. 
The straight lines at each side are made in the outline stitch and may 
be made longer if desired. The letter R on the design stands for rose, 
B stands for blue, and P 


there is a D before these let- 


; ters it stands for “deep;”’ for 
example DB stands for deep 
blue. Make the other flowers 
of lighter shades. Make the 
. inner row of the large flower 
a deep rose color and the outer row a lighter rose. Make the centers 
of the flowers yellow. You may decide on the color of the lines on 
each side and the color of floss to be used on the hem, when you have 
finished embroidering the design. Finish the hem with the long and 
short stitch (a tiny stitch on the under side and a longer one on 
the top) or buttonhole over the hem, 
making the stitches about 1/3 inch 
apart. 
After you have finished your work, 
press it hard on the wrong side, spong- 
ing it with a slightly damp cloth, if the 
wrinkles do not come out readily. Place your gift in a nice box, 
folding it so that the embroidery on one end is on top, and it is all 
ready for the time of gift giving. 

Next month I shall tell you of some gifts that are quickly and 
easily made, some gifts that will be nice for other members of the 
family ; so have this gift all finished and put away by the time Decem- 
ber Wee Wisdom reaches you. 
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HAROLD EVANS 
HANGING SHELF 


This month we are going to make a handy little shelf like the 
one shown in the illustration. ‘When completed, this shelf may be 
hung in place in any room in the house, to serve as a bookshelf or 
a cupboard, or it may be used as a shelf for nature specimens collected 
on trips into the country. 

The building of the shelf is very easy. The tools needed are 
a hammer, a saw, a scroll saw, a try-square, a half-round file, and a 
screw driver. 

We shall need several boards 3 inch thick, some boards about 
\/4 inch thick for the back, some screws, some small nails, glue, and 
sandpaper. 

Make the two end pieces first. Measure and saw off two pieces 
to a length of 24 inches. Now cut down each of these pieces to make 
it exactly 7 inches wide. Draw a guide line across the boards 34 
inch from the botton. Now lay a silver dollar in the position shown 
by the circular dotted lines in the lower left-hand corner of the dia- 
gram, and mark out the curve shown in the diagram. Saw along 
the portion shown by the heavy black line, using the scroll saw to 
cut out the curved portion, and a straight saw to cut out the rest. 
Lay a silver half dollar on upper and lower corners at the right and 
draw the curves. Now round off these corners with the scroll saw. 
Smooth the edges with the half-round file. 

Make the three shelves of 3% inch material, 7 inches wide. The 
length given in the diagram is 22!/2 inches; however, the shelves may 
be made longer or shorter, according to the size desired or the material 
at hand. Cut the three shelf boards down to the desired size, and 
smooth the edges with the wood file. Sandpaper all surfaces with fine 
sandpaper. 

Before joining the pieces measure the distances indicated by 
the dotted lines on the diagram of the end pieces. Drill small holes 
through the ends between the points indicated by the dotted lines, 
and put small wood screws through these holes, screwing them firmly 
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into the ends of the shelves. Glue should be placed between the 
joints before the boards are joined. 

Now measure the exact surface of the back, and cut !/4 inch 
boards to cover the back. Fasten these in place with nails. Drill 
two holes in the back by which to hang the shelf. 

To finish the shelf use either of the two methods that we have 
used in some of our other handicraft problems. 


9 < = > 
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The simplest way to finish the shelf is to cover the entire sur- 
face with ordinary shellac, which will leave the wood in its natural 
color, allowing the grain to show clearly. Another method is to 
finish it with a prepared wood stain, in brown, green, or black, or 
with a simple stain made by mixing with turpentine a quantity of the 
desired shade of color from an oil tube. This may be applied to 
the entire surface with a cloth. A pleasing effect may be obtained 
by staining the entire surface with brown or green, and then applying 
a coat of black to the edges of the end pieces and the shelves. A 
glossier finish may be had by applying a coat of furniture wax to 
the surface when the stain is thoroughly dry. 
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“Department 


Dear Wee Wisdom Readers: 

e are very happy to have you send us so many stories and poems; 
we read all of them and greatly enjoy them. We are trying to give 
each reader of Wee Wisdom an opportunity to have a story or a poem 
published. If you send us another contribution soon after your first has 
appeared we may not use it, because we wish to let each reader have 
a place on the Young Authors pages. 

All stories and poems to be published in January Wee Wisdom 
must be in our office by November |. 
Please do not send us anything that you have copied. Send us 
your own work; that is what we like. 
The Editor. 


THANK THE LORD 
Mary ELIZABETH PEACHEY, (16 years) 
E. Liverpool, Ohio 


I thank the Lord for raiment and food, 

I thank the Lord for everything good. 

I thank the Lord for the Son He gave 
That the world through Him might be saved. 


I AM A COTTON STOCKING 
HELEN STEWART (12 years) 


Sacramento, Calif. 


I am going to tell you the story of my life as far back as I 
can remember. 

First I was in a dark house which was green on the outside. 
Each day I grew bigger until at last I was so big my house broke. 
Then I could see the sun. It was very warm. My house turned to 
a dark brown color. After a while some men came and picked me. 
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I was then taken to a large factory where I was put into a machine 
that I heard a tall man say was a cotton gin. This took all the dust 
out of me. 

Now that I was white and clean, | wondered what would happen 
next. I was put through two more machines. The first one made me 
into thread, and the second made me into a stocking. I was then put 
into a large box with many other stockings like myself. We were then 
taken to a large store, where | stayed until your mother bought me. 


SUNSHINE 


JEAN Cuitty (13 years) 
Sault Ste. Marie, Ont., Canada 


I love to see the sunshine 
-Come in in slanting rays, 
Through windowpanes and skylights, 
On all the sunny days. 


It always makes me happy 
To see it shine so bright, 
It takes away most troubles 
And gives a clear, bright light. 


JOHN'S FAITH 
MILDRED CHINN (13 years) 
Kansas City, Mo. 


John was a boy of eight years. He lived in the country and 
had no playmates. But he had a dog, called Sport, that was a real 
pal. 

One day John decided that he would go to town for some things 
he had wanted for a long time. He got on his little pony, Dolly. 
There behind him came Sport. John was rather cross that day and he 
decided that he would go through the woods and maybe Sport would 
go home. Just then a rabbit ran across the path in front of the 
pony and Sport chased the rabbit out of sight. John rode on to the 
city and bought what he wanted and returned home. When he got 
home Sport was not there. When night came, Sport had not returned, 
and John was worried very much. 

That night John prayed before he went to bed. The next morn- 
ing he awoke and heard a dog barking. He went downstairs, and 
there he saw Sport. He decided that he would never give way to his 
temper again. 
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THE WAY THE WIND BLOWS 
JOSEPHINE OSBERNE (9 years) 
Weaverville, N. C. 


The wind blows east, the wind blows west, 
The wind blows in the birdie’s nest. 

The birdies rest, the pine tree sighs, 

As over the forest the wild wind flies. 


MY HORSE DULCIE 


Mary HELEN BouGHTON (6 years) 
Montpelier, N. D. 


Dulcie is my pony. She is black, with a white foot. I ride her 
at a gallop. I ride her out into the field where Daddy is working. 
I tag Daddy. I help drive the cows to the pasture. I like my horse 
better than almost anything else. 


THE WISDOM ANGEL 


AGNES VIVIAN PEARSON (8 years) 
Boomer, N. C. 


I see a-sailing in a cloud 
An angel fair and strong, 
And in her hand she carries a scroll, 


And it is wide and long. 


She is to teach the children 
To mind their mothers good; 
For mother works so hard 


To get them clothes and food. 


SCARED BY A BEAR 
Joy (12 years) 
Sandpoint, Idaho 
A true story 


Lorna was eight years old and Joy was eleven. They had to 
walk through the wood to get to school, and both girls were very easily 
frightened. 

One night when they were coming home from school Joy heard 
a twig snap. Turning, she saw, not far away, a rather small bear. 
Joy screamed. Lorna turned around to see what was the matter, 
then she screamed. Soon the bear said, “Woof,” and went over the 
hill, but Joy and Lorna ran all the way home. 
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Object—To radiate sunshine to all the world. 

Motto—I speak only good words. 

Club pin—Three wise monkeys, signifying: “I see no evil, hear 
no evil, and speak no evil.’’. A club pin will be given to each member 
when he has written four monthly letters to the secretary, telling her 
how he has kept the pledge, and sent in one subscription to Wee 
Wisdom. 

Requirement for membership—A simple request addressed to the 
secretary of the Good Words-Booster club, 917 Tracy, Kansas City, 
Mo. 

Reports and letters—All letters and club reports must be sent to 
the Good Words-Booster club secretary. 

Letters from readers of Wee Wisdom will be published on these 
pages. 

For the readers who wish to correspond—If the reader to whom 
you write does not answer, write again, or write to other readers. 


One morning when I was coming to my office I crossed a street 
a little distance ahead of two horses hitched to a milk wagon. The 
driver had gone into the house to deliver milk. 

The horses looked at me, and I said: “You are pretty people; 
you are pretty people.” They lifted their heads with an interested, 
pleased look, and started to follow me. I knew their driver would 
not like to have them come down to my office with me, so I said 
to them: “No, no. You must not come.” They stopped, but they 
still looked very interested. 

I really did think those horses were pretty—just as I think all 
other horses are pretty. Because I thought them pretty I had to tell. 
them. They knew that I was praising them, so they wanted to go 
with me. When I told them they could not, I spoke as kindly as | 
could, for I did not wish to disappoint them too much. They obeyed 
in fine spirit. Their driver must be a user of good words. 
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Our Good Words club helps us to form a habit of using kind 
words. I think that those two horses would join our club, if they 
could. But since horses cannot join, we can make up to them that 
lack by speaking kindly to them. They will understand and in return 
will speak to us—perhaps by looking pleased and interested and by 
offering to follow us. 


DEMONSTRATIONS 


Dear Wee Wisdom—tLast night I had an attack of rheumatism. I said 
The Prayer of Faith and in less than half an hour the pain had left me. 
I am thankful for having learned The Prayer of Faith. I look forward to 
the coming of Wee Wisdom and Youth every month, and | feel happier after 
I read them.—I/ra J. Folger, jr. 

Dear Unity—I am getting Wee Wisdom every month and I like it very 
much. My little brother and I say The Prayer of Faith every night. I like 
the continued stories and the letters that other children write. I had a bad cold, 
so I said The Prayer of Faith and I got better—Gwen Mandy (South Africa). 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like you very much. Yesterday I lost my ball 
under a big pile of wood. I said The Prayer of Faith, and then I found my 
ball.—Stanley Stapp. 

Dear Wisdom—lI received two copies of Wee Wisdom and | want to 
thank you very much. I love to read them. I lent my first copy to my cousin 
and she wants to join the Good Words-Booster club. I try to do a good deed 
every day. God has been reflected in my home and around me in hundreds of 
ways. Maybe this demonstration will help other Wees: My daddy had not had 
much work all winter and my parents sent for a prosperity bank. After that, 
work came almost steadily. I didn’t think I could have an Easter hat and new 
shoes, but I knew that nothing is impossible with God. Before Easter Mamma 
gave me a new hat and Daddy gave me new shoes. I want to thank dear Wee 


Wisdom and God for everything.—ZJdalou Hodelson. 


Dear Club—My sisters think the Good Words-Booster club is good. When 
I hear people saying things that do not sound pleasant I say The Prayer of Faith 
and I do not join them.—Edna Reynolds. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I enjoy you very much and I love all the stories. I 
know The Prayer of Faith very well. I read it morning and night. I am trying 
now to make some doll dresses by the patterns in Busy Sunbeams. Your prayer 
has helped me very much. Before I learned it I was a coward, but now I am 
not a coward. Give all of the Wee Wisdom friends my love thoughts.—Dora 
Wade (British West Indies). 

Dear Unity—Since I joined the Good Words-Booster club it seems that I 
can do much better in my school work than I did before. I have had rank 
one on my report card seven times. Every time a bad word wants to slip out 
of my mouth I say, “No, I must not make other people and myself unhappy.” 
My sister and I like Wee Wisdom very much.—Marian Pieper. 

Dear Unity—We are getting along well in the Good Words-Booster 
club. We boys at the Golden Rule farm have a baseball team. We have 
played four games and lost only one of them.—Chester French. 
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Dear Secretary—I have already secured two members for the Good Words- 
Booster club and would like some application blanks. I am really trying to do 
my best and | find that I am getting along much better than I was two weeks 
ago. I am sure the other girls will do the same.—Dovie Kerr. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—We all love Wee Wisdom very much. Mother reads 
all of it to me. I say The Prayer of Faith every night and when I am sick. 
When we lose anything we say The Prayer of Faith and it helps every time. I 
am a member of the Good Words-Booster club.—Louis Reel. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Y esterday was my birthday. I was nine years old. 
My teacher was going to give us a party but it rained so much that we could 
not have it. I go to a private school and most of the children are Good Words 
club members. When we are good at schoo] the teacher marks a heart near our 
names; when we behave fairly well she marks a circle near our names, and 
when we are very bad she puts a black square near our names. I send my love 
to the other Good Words club members. —M yntrue Shears (British West Indies). 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI enjoy your stories and poems. I am glad to report 
that the Good Words club is helping me very much, and I think it is a won- 
derful club. Whenever I am ill I say The Prayer of Faith or read some of 
Wee Wisdom’s healing words, for I know that if I use true words God will 
help me.—Evelyn Powell. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I send with this letter $1 to renew my Wee Wisdom. 
I like Wee Wisdom very much. I am in the third grade and can read all the 
stories by myself. I think Wee Wisdom helps me in school.—Nancy Ann 
Lass (Alaska). 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have enjoyed Wee Wisdom very much the past 
three years, and I look forward to getting it each month. I like The Prayer 
of Faith best. When I have finished with my Wee Wisdoms I give them to 
a little boy. I will always be Wee Wisdom’s friend.—Edna Harryman. 


READERS WHO WISH THE PRAYERS OF OTHER READERS 


Amelia Winchester: teeth; Barbara La Gal: health for her grandmother 
and her grandfather, and school work for self; Annie Davis: better eyesight; 
Helen Higgenbotham: that she may become a successful poet; Lauretta Jensen: 
health; Vernia May Ward: that she may continue reading Wee Wisdom; David 
Howe: prayers for grandmother and self; Alberta Cedel Morrison: prayers. 


READERS WHO WISH TO CORRESPOND WITH OTHER READERS 


Meta Gallier, 178 Montford ave., Asheville, N. C.; Violet Feldman (12 
years), 234 7th st., Independence, Oregon; Lillian Marsoliars (15 years), 
Sultan, Wash.; Anabelle Brown (10 years), box 35, Oakley, Kans.; Dorris 
Driggs (13 years), box 1139, San Francisco, Calif.; Lina Bell Horner (13 
years), Randlett, Okla.; Gladys Matney (12 years), Randlett, Okla.; Robert 
Grind, box 27, Tehachapi, Calif.; Nathaniel A. Abby, c/o G. M. O. Sai, Esa. ; 
General Post Office, Accra, Gold Coast, W. Africa; Irene Darby, 229 B st., 
West, Prince Albert, Sask., Canada; Lillian Pieper (8 years), Waterloo, Iowa; 
Mabel Garrison (12 years), Hill City, Kans.; Louise LeBarre (14 years), 
Randlett, Okla. 
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Lesson 6, NovEMBER 6, 1927. 
AMOS PLEADS FOR JUSTICE.—Amos, Chapters 5 and 7. 


GoLDEN TEXT—Let justice roll down as waters, and righteousness 
as a mighty stream.—Amos 5:24. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


In this teaching from the book of Amos we find a lesson in divine 
justice. God always is just with His people and we must learn to make 
His justice so much a part of our lives that we shall deal justly with Him, 
with ourselves, with all men. 

The thoughts in us that really want to be just always are glad to 
listen to the voice of the inner teacher that warns us of danger and 
guides us into happy ways. Our mortal thoughts do not like to listen 
to this inner teacher. 

Sometimes our error thoughts seem to be so strong that they hold 
our just and true thoughts in bondage. This is a sad state for us to be 
in; there is but one way to keep free from it: “Seek good, and not evil, 
that ye may live; and so Jehovah, the God of hosts, will be with you.” 

To “hate the evil” means to keep our thoughts so far away from 
everything that is not up to the Christ standard that such things have 
no power to tempt us. By loving the good we open our minds to every 
helpful thought that comes from without or from Spirit within. 

No form of religion is pleasing to God unless it comes from the 
heart. No sacrifice or prayer that is not born of God’s justice and 
truth in the heart can help us. If our hearts are not right and just, outer 
acts of religion that are done to deceive others really bring harm upon 
ourselves. 

Spirit always is calling upon us to let justice and righteousness work 
through us in thought and in word and in deed. “Let justice roll down 
as waters, and righteousness as a mighty stream.” 


LESSON QUESTIONS 


How do we free ourselves from the bondage of error thoughts? 
What is meant by hating evil? 


EERO. 
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What do we gain by loving the good? 
Is outer form of religion pleasing to God? 


Lesson THOUGHT—!/ open my heart to divine justice and | try to 
be just in all my acts. 


MEMORY VERSE 


I let the Spirit guide my thoughts, 
To keep them just and true; 

And when my inner heart is right 
The light comes shining through. 


LEsson 7, NOVEMBER 13, 1927. 


HOSEA PREACHES GOD’S LOVE.—Hosea, Chapters 6, 11, 
and 14. 


GOLDEN TEXT—I desire goodness, and not sacrifice; and the knowl- 
edge of God more than burnt-offerings—Hos. 6:6. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


Hosea means salvation, or the help that comes from the Lord. He 
stands for that in us which we call I AM. It is by knowing the I AM, or the 
Christ part of us, that we really learn to live as true children of God and 
are saved from error. We get our help from God when we ask it through 
the Christ. 

God always is pleased when we first are willing to see that we are 
children of God. Then as we let the idea of sonship grow in our hearts 
and minds we become freed from all bondage to material things. It 
sometimes happens that when we first see the great power that God has 
placed in us we use it in selfish ways instead of using it to make ourselves 
more spiritual. This is taught by the fact that the Israelites turned from 
the prophets that God had sent to them and worshiped idols. 

But the greatest teaching that we get from this lesson is of the great 
love of God that lifts us up and saves us from error. In each of us the 
forgiving love of Jesus Christ is at work, no matter how far or how often 
we may turn from God. Love helps us to do right and to live right; it 
draws to us good in many forms, and it leads others to bring to us their 
loving service. 

We love God, not because we fear Him but because His own love 
for us brings us so many blessings that we want to love Him in return. 
Love brings us close to God and makes us feel at one with all His chil- 
dren. Love purifies our hearts and makes us real Christians. 
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LESSON QUESTIONS 


What does the word Hosea mean? 

How do we become freed from all bondage? 

What is the greatest teaching that we get from this lesson? 
Name some of the things that love does. 


LEsson THOUGHT—Divine love in me makes my life whole and free. 
MEMORY VERSE 


The love of God pours out on me 
And fills my heart and mind; 

And freedom from all error thought 
In it alone I find. 


Lesson 8, NovEMBER 20, 1927. 


MICAH CHAMPIONS THE OPPRESSED.—Micah, Chapters 
2, 3, 6, and 7:1-6. 


GoLDEN TExtT—He hath showed thee, O man, what is good; and 
what doth Jehovah require of thee, but to do justly, and to love kindness, 
and to walk humbly with thy God ?—Mic. 6:8. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


Micah means Godlike; in us he is the part of our knowing that is 
learning the truth that in our inner selves we are made in the image and 
likeness of God and that all of: good that God is and has—life, love, wis- 
dom, faith, power—can work in and through us. 

As soon as we begin to learn that our true nature is spiritual, Spirit 
in us shows us many errors that we must put away. if we would live as God 
wants us to live. Spirit teaches us to put away selfishness and material 
thoughts, that we may be free to find higher ways of thinking and living. 

As God lives in us His presence is shown by our daily words and 
deeds. If our words and deeds do not please God there is no use in our 
trying to pretend that we love God. That is what Jehovah meant by 
saying that sacrifices are not pleasing to Him unless the heart is right. 

We should be fair and just to all those about us. If we are not, our 
hearts must be cleansed by God’s forgiving love before we can be truly 
happy. Fairness and justice are not found alone in outer acts; they must be 
born in the heart so that those who see the outer form of justice may know 
that it is real and true. No other thing that does not come from the heart can 
bring us as great good as a true, kind, and loving spirit. One who lives in 
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such a spirit always gives to others more than they expect, and honor and 
justice are found in everything that he does. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 


What in us does Micah stand for? 

What shows us errors that must be put away ? 
How is God’s presence in us shown? 

Where must fairness and justice be born? 


LEsson THOUGHT—I am honest and just in all that J do. 
MEMORY VERSE. 


I try to treat all persons right; 
My thoughts are just and fair, 
And God’s own Spirit strengthens me 
By kind and loving care. 


LEsson 9, NOVEMBER 27, 1927. 
ISAIAH TEACHES TRUE WORSHIP.—Isaiah :1-20. 


GOLDEN TEXT— 
Who shall ascend into the hill of Jehovah? 
And who shall stand in his holy place? 
He that hath clean hands, and a pure heart. 
—Psalms 24:3, 4. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


It is of value to us to know how to worship God in a way that is 
pleasing to him. In this lesson the words of Isaiah give us many ideas of 
how to worship. 

God does not want his children to make merely an outer show of 
obedience and love. He wants them to be in their hearts perfect and pure 
and true, so that their outer actions will be of a kind that should be found in 
children of God. 

We offer true sacrifice when we give up thoughts of error or of mate- 
rial things, in order to make room in our minds and in our lives for higher 
and finer things. If we say that we are willing to give up these lesser things, 
while in our hearts we still cling to them, we are not being honest with 
God. We must be true and whole-hearted in our relation to God if we 
would know only good in our lives. 

It sometimes is easy for us to say vain words and almost make our- 
selves think that we mean them. We also make gifts of things or of service, 
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when our hearts are not in them, but we cannot give gifts fully and com- 
pletely unless they carry our love and blessing, which make the gifts of 
real value to those who receive them. 

Even in prayer we must know that we really are talking to God within 
ourselves, and that He listens more to what the heart says than to the 
words that come from our lips. 

The first thing we need to do to please God is to cleanse from our 
minds every selfish thought, that only the good and the true and the pure 
can live in us. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 


Does God want us to make merely an outer show of obedience? 
What is true sacrifice? 

What makes a gift full and complete? 

What is the first thing we need to do to please God? 


LEssoN THOUGHT—My heart is cleansed of error and I worship 
God in spirit and in truth. 


MEMORY VERSE 


I'll cleanse my heart and make it pure 
And wash away all wrong, 

That I may truly worship God 
In grateful praise and song. 


God sends his sun, his showers fall, 
To grow the food for one and all. 
I Oh, let our hearts their thanks express 
For all his faithful tenderness. 


Su | 
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PUZZLE PAGE 


HORN 


ANSWER TO LAST MONTH'S Place the names of the objects 
CROSS WORD PUZZLE found in the picture one below the 
other in their numerical order. 
|T | What words do the first letters of 
TITITIHIE MEAISISIEIT the names of the objects spell ? 
|ATRIN|S 
RIE|D S|AIP 
RIDDLE RIME 
TIH|E RIE |VIEIL ALBERTA M. CARTER 
3: 35, 36, I 
What holds the colors of a rain- 
S| URIAITIE bow bright, 
| TIR|E|IN|DMMC|! |D/E|R And shows them best in a brilliant 
light > 


OF PLENTY PICTURE PUZZLE OZ 
| 
| 


36 WEE WISDOM 


4 


A FAREWELL PARTY FOR KEGS 


““What on earth is the matter>”’ David's mother stopped crimping 
the edge of a pie crust to look inquiringly at her son. It was a 
crisp Saturday morning in November—the sort of morning that should 
find a boy full of energy and fun. But David sat by the kitchen 
window, listlessly watching Bige, who was industriously digging in 
a pile of leaves. 

had better finish doing your chores,” continued David's 
mother. ‘““The boys and Coralee will soon be over and you will want 
to go out to the Roost.” 

“T have finished everything except raking up the yard, Mother. 
I don’t believe the gang will come very early today, anyway. Kegs 
can’t come until after noon. Gee! Mother—” in a sudden burst 
the trouble was out—‘‘Kegs’ folks have sold their farm and are getting 
ready to move.” 

“So—that’s it!” said David’s mother as she closed the oven 
door. “When did you hear about it?” 

“Tl saw Red when I was up at the mail box this morning and he 
told me. He said Kegs had called to him that he had to stay home 
this morning and sort over his books and toys. I don’t see why his 
father wanted to sell. That's a fine farm.” 

While David was raking the leaves, Red and Coralee solemnly 
sauntered up. By the time the yard was clean all the Spartans 
except Kegs had gathered. They wandered out to the Roost. When 
David opened the door they filed in and silently seated themselves 
on nail kegs. It was Coralee who spoke what they all were thinking. 

“It’s going to spoil everything,” she announced. The Spartans 
nodded their heads in agreement. 

““We won’t have anything to laugh about when Kegs is gone,” 
said Chink. 

““He’s a good kid, all right,’” added Cousin Bob. “Remember 
how he paid back that money he lost, and everything?” Again the 
Spartans nodded. 
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“Yes, and he went without candy to do it,” Coralee reminded 
them. “And nobody loves candy more than Kegsy.”” 

“It seems lonesome without him already,” said David. “Even 
Bige wonders where he is. See how he looks at that empty nail keg.” 

At that, Red, who had said nothing at all, got up and stalked 
out of the Roost. Cousin Bob started to follow him. 

“Let him alone,” advised Chink. “I guess his conscience is 
hurting him; he was always picking on Kegs.” 

“That isn’t fair, Chink Daugherty,” said Coralee stoutly. “You 
know Red’s picking on Kegs was only in fun. He thinks the world 
of him.” 

“Yes,” said David. “Sometimes it didn’t sound like it, but we 
all knew that Red and Kegs were good pals.” 

“T know he didn’t mean it,” admitted Chink. 

“Now that Kegs is moving away, he won’t get a chance to help 
us spend our money,” said Coralee. “‘He worked as hard as any 
of us, too,” she added. 

“T have a grand idea,” said David. “‘Let’s spend some of it 
before he moves. Let’s have a ‘feed’ in the Roost this evening espe- 
cially for Kegs.” 

Immediately the rather dull meeting took on new life. 

“Red!” shouted Coralee, jumping down from the table, “come 
on in here. We have something to tell you.” 

“T’'ll be back in a minute,” said David, suddenly darting out of 
the Roost. In a short time he was back, breathless but bearing good 
news. 

“T was just in time,” he panted. “Mother is baking this morning 
and she thinks she has enough dough left to make each of us a straw- 
berry jam tart.” 

Smiles began to supplant the gloom in the Roost. 

“Mother made doughnuts yesterday,” said Red. “Coralee, let’s 
go home and see what we can do.” 

Then Chink and Cousin Bob offered to ask their mothers for 
sandwiches. 

“But if we are going to have everything donated, how are we 
going to spend any money for Kegs>”’ objected Coralee. 

“Chocolate bars,” answered Red. “Kegs likes those better than 
anything else. We can get one apiece for us and two for Kegsy.” 

It was decided that the gang should come back from lunch early 
and bring the various contributions. The things would be taken care 
of by David’s mother. Cousin Bob was to give David enough of 
the company’s money to buy the chocolate bars. When Kegs came 
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over in the afternoon nothing was to be said about the “feed.” It was 
to be a complete surprise! 

When Kegs arrived at the Roost after lunch the gang again 
occupied the nail kegs in silence. The temporary cheer that had 
been produced by the planning of the “feed” had given way to 
gloomy thoughts of what the gang would be without Kegs. Bige 
did not understand or enjoy the unusual silence. He was lying de- 
jectedly at David’s feet when a cheery whistle from the lane brought 
him erect. Another note and he was racing toward the big gate. 

“Hello, Bige,”” Kegs greeted him. “Race you to the Roost.” 

Since Kegs was not built for speed, Bige won and a moment 
later Kegs burst panting into the Roost. At sight of five solemn 
faces, he stopped short. 

““‘What’s the matter he inquired. 

“Well, of all the heartless people, Kegs Morris, you are the 
worst,” Coralee exploded. 

“Who, me?” asked Kegs in surprise. Then he added, “Where's 
the funeral >” 

“Listen, Kegs,” said Red soberly, ‘“‘we thought you cared a 
little bit about us, anyway.” 

“Of course I do,” affirmed Kegs. ‘‘What’s that got to do 
with it?” 

“If I cared anything about my friends, I wouldn’t feel so jolly 
about moving away and leaving them,” explained Coralee. 

For a moment Kegs looked puzzled, then throwing back his head 
he held his fat sides and laughed. 

“Oh, this is good,” he gasped when he could get his breath. 
“T forgot to tell Red that Dad bought the Jensen place right across 
from Chink’s and that we are going to move there. Red, old scout—” 
and Kegs slapped him on the back—“I’m glad to see that you have 
a heart. I’ve never noticed it before.” 

Red tried not to look embarrassed. ‘‘Oh, yes,” he said, “I am 
not all stomach like some folks.” Then eyeing Kegs sternly he 
continued, “‘Speaking of stomachs reminds me that you’d better laugh 
while you can, because what I am about to tell you will make you 
cry. Listen, Kegs, my child—” Red was himself again—‘‘this gang 
had the mistaken notion that a bad penny could be lost, and we were 
going to give you a farewell ‘feed’ in the Roost this very night.” 

Kegs’ round face began to lengthen. 
ome were going to have sandwiches and doughnuts,” broke in 

“And strawberry jam tarts,”” added Cousin Bob. 
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Kegs plumped down on a nail keg, his head in his hands. 

“Oh, what a dud I am!” he moaned. 

Red was enjoying himself. “We were going to buy chocolate 
bars all around and two for you,” he said. 

Kegs rocked back and forth on the nail keg disconsolately. 

“Why couldn’t I have waited until afterward to tell you?” he 
said. “Why do I always have to laugh in the wrong place?” Kegs 
lifted so stricken a face that Coralee was at once sympathetic. 

“Come on, let’s have it anyway,” she pleaded. 

So the farewell “feed” was turned into a feast of thanksgiving 
because The Spartan Company, Ltd., was to keep all its members. 


THE PRAYER OF FAITH 


Wee Wisdom readers who wish to help others can do 
so by saying this prayer for them. 


God is my help in every need; 

God does my every hunger feed; 

God walks beside me, juides my way 
Through every moment of the day. 


I now am wise, I now am true, 

Patient, kind, and lovin}, too. 

All things I am, can do, and be, 
Through Christ, the Truth that is in me. 


God is my health, I can’t be sick; 

God is my stren3th, unfailing, quick; 

God is my all; I know no fear, 

Since God and love and Truth are here. 
—Hannah More Kohaus. 


| 

i 

| | 

| | 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| | 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 
| 

| 

| 

| 
i 
i | 

| 

i | 


40 WEE WISDOM 


GIVING 


THANKS 
a 


The very wisest way to give thanks for something that has made you happy 
is to share that something with some one else, to make that some one else happy 
too. Now there’s your Wee Wisdom magazine. The editors of Wee Wisdom 
get many, many letters from you boys and girls telling them how much you 
enjoy your magazines and how they have helped you to be well and happy. But 
to how many of you does it occur that the best way to say, “Thank you,” is 
to share this fun and this help with your little friends and schoolmates? 

Of course each month is a thanksgiving month for Wee Wisdom folk, but 
this month is the one set aside especially for thanksgiving in this great country 
of ours. Why not express your thanks for Wee Wisdom this month with a new 
subscription, thus giving some other boy or girl added cause for thanksgiving 
and Wee Wisdom a new friend for whom to give thanks? 

You may save the pennies for this gift subscription in a Prosperity Bank 
just like the ones the grown-ups use, or you may send the $1 for a subscription 
with your order. The blank below will help you in making out your order. 


Unity SCHOOL oF CHRISTIANITY—Home of Wee Wisdom, 
917 Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 


Please send Wee Wisdom for the coming year to 
Friend’s Name 


I inclose $1 for this subscription. 
I wish a Prosperity Bank in which to save $1 for this sub- 
scription. I will send the $1 within ten weeks after I receive the Bank. 
(Be sure to mark an X in one of the squares above to indicate 
your plan for paying for this subscription. ) 


My Name 


w-11-27 
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The snowflakes come 
With fluttering wings 
And dance to the tune 
_That the storm wind sings! 


Like butterflies small 
They wheel and fly 

Between the trees 
And the cloudy sky, 


Until they are tired, 


The tiny white things, 
And sleep in the garden, 
With folded wings. 


~ 
eye. 


Edith Brows 
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THE RABBITS’ THANKSGIVING 


When I was awake this morning | 
heard Buddy dressin3, in his room. I said 
00d morning, to him. He said he would 
come into my room when he had dressed. 

When he came he took me out of my 
bed and carried me to a window. Snow 
was on the ground and on the porch roof. 
Buddy said the snow had come while I was 


sleeping, to 8ive me a surprise. 

After breakfast Buddy took me out to 
look for rabbit tracks. ‘We went to the 
willows, and found tracks and tracks. 


We tried to find a rabbit, but all of them 
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were away. Buddy said they had gone to 
make Thanks?iving, calls. 


We followed some tracks across the 
meadow but we did not catch up with the 
rabbit. 

Then the sun came out and the snow 
melted. Buddy said the rabbits would like 
that, for they could find more food. 

Buddy called today the rabbits’ Thanks- 
giving, Day because the rabbits could find 
a Rood dinner. 
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I'm Mamma's little helper— 
That's what I am, all right, 

For Mamma told my papa 

That very thing last night. 


I thought ‘twas very funny, 
When Mamma called me that, 

For I just play with Dolly, 

And Archibald, our cat. 


And so I said to Mamma— 
Not understanding co 


How can I be your helper 
When I don’t help a bit?” 


Said Mamma, “I'll explain, dear. 
You're never in my way, 

Or asking puzzling questions 
When it’s my busy day. 


“You always are so good, dear, 

You never hinder me, 
And these are things which make you 
My little helper. See?” 
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1. The wind is shrill and the sky is high, For this is the 
2. Thanksgiving Day is a_ jol -ly day: Thereare visits and 


SSS 

month of No-vem - ber; Thanks-giv - ing Day is now 

romp-ing and laughter; And we al-ways re-mem-ber our 


draw - ing nigh, As all of us glad-ly re-mem - ber. 
thanks to say Fortheblessingsbe-fore and _ aft -. er. 


= 


TEA 


By ONG Words by 
| CAstrd = 
‘ail 
rall, 
| : 
— 


/ / 


/ 
y fj 
i} 
4 


Blanche 


= 4 * at the foot of the cellar 
stair, 
mitt, Packed ina fat old barrel 
there, 


Are—can you uess? 


Red and round as they can 
be; 
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MORNING 

For love to share 
With all I meet, 

In schoolroom, play- 


ground, 
Home, or street, A 


NIGHT 


For wisdom, 
Making, clear the 
way 
That leads to peace 
At close of day, 
I thank Thee. 


For joy to brighten 
Every hour; 

For knowledge that 
In words lies 

power, 


I thank Thee. 
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